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ON A GENTLEMAN
In a Late Engagement against tin Turks, was Slain and Thrown Overboard, and She since Mad
Tit go to my Love where he lies in the deep.
And in my embraces my dearest shall sleep:
When we wake, the kind dolphins about us shall throng,
And in chariots of shell shall draw us along.
The orient pearl that the ocean bestow.
We'll mix with the coral, our crowns to compose.
Then the sea-nymphs shall grieve and envy our bliss,
We'll teach them to love, and the cockles to kiss.
For my Love sleeps now in his watery grave, Has nothing to show for his tomb but a wave; Til kiss his dear lips, than the coral more red That grow where he lies in his watery bed:
Ah! ah! ah! my Love is dead. There was not a bell, but a tortoise-shell To ring, to ring, to ring my Love's knell. Ah, my Love's dead! There was not a bell But a tortoise-shell to ring my Love's knell.144                 ANON. From Windsor Drollery               1671
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